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Somewhere in Saint- Tropez 


duly 1770 


"What are you doing out here?" 


It was a straightforward inquiry-a quick flicker of a reaction-one that shouldn't have evoked much emotion 
given its simplicity. It was in no way a pry or ridicule coming from a busybody, not at all. Here, in the hush of 
the night, it was a sweet lilt under the moonlight, whispered to reach Roger's ears only and not of those snug 
in slumber inside the villa. It was intimate to him and yet, in the real-time sense of everything, strictly 


friendly. 


David closes the door to the back porch quietly, but still, his words shouldn't have provoked Roger's heart to 
beat in wild disarray, nor his delicate hairs to stand on end as if to receive painless shocks. He only needed to 
hear the first syllable to put a face to the presence and to suddenly feel shackled to his seat. Or rather, to 
the damned piece of earth under his feet, since that's what it truly feels like. 


Roger, outwardly unaffected, reveals the spliff between his long fingers. No meaningful words can be grasped 
inside his head; there's only a re-ignited, buzzing nervousness simmering throughout the blood-red gush inside 


his limbs. 


David takes a seat beside him, breaking into his notable smile. "Ah. Very considerate of you not to fumigate 
the others while they're asleep." 


Roger shows a weak smile in return, hoping he doesn't come off as brusque. He doesn't quite know what he 
should say to that, since he didn't expect to have someone inhabit the dusty seat next to him. There's a 
heaviness in the air when silence ensues as David's rickety chair creaks in protest somewhere underneath him, 
and Roger is quick to blame it on the fuzzy, deep-seated mind swirls of turning half of the spliff to ash. He 
looks down at the skunky smoke curling and dancing towards the roof, reminding him to spread its promise of 


feel-good elevation when David quietly speaks again to express a similar thought. 


"| thought sharing was caring." There's a small smile in his voice. 
g g g 


Roger lets out the quietest of chuckles, clinging desperately to the veil hiding his entangled nerves and he's 
very good at it too. He passes the spliff to David, anticipating the brush of warm fingers against his own and 
catching a glimpse of his grin, the radiance it emits even within the tenebrosity around them. His eyes linger 
as David takes a drag, his finely-chiseled features blooming in a dull, dull yellow-orange when he does, but they 
look away before wandering elsewhere. Like to the expanse of skin David is showing tonight. 


Before taking another hit, David asks another question And this one is a bit harder to provide an answer to. 


"Why are you being so reserved?" 


Roger glances over, David's eyes locked on his and glowing in his imbibing. "Reserved?" 


"Yeah," he exhales into the air. "All..silent-like." 


"Mm, no reason. I've nothing much to say to you.” 


And here we go again.. David passes the spliff back, pausing a moment before mustering a non-retaliatory 
response to Roger's apparent indifference. The kind that goes on for days without a simple explanation, from 
the moment the eyes flutter toward consciousness in the morning to the bedroom door closing to bid 
goodnight to the stars-without even a modicum of consideration Which is what has been happening between 


the two in David's eyes and his patience wears out only so thinly sometimes. 


"You must be wickedly tired then. Need a good night's sleep." 


"Yeah, something like that." 


David watches as Roger takes his turn, waiting for anything else, any other line of thought, any inkling of 
emotion. But there's nothing, just like yesterday. And the day before. 


"Are you..bored or something? Here, with us?" 


“Course not, that's ridiculous." 


"Homesick?" 


"No, Dave." 


"You've got the blues?" 


"No, Dave." 


"Then what is it, man?" 


David's tone changes, and it makes Roger look over. The look David gives him is one he has seen countless 
times in the past, that certain, subtle strain in his irises that at times conveyed a million words without him 
actually uttering a thing. Christ, the muted exasperation in them. But sitting here, in the dark and alone with 
him-not alone with him and other people-the familiarity of his expression strikes a more different, heart- 


wrenching note. 


"Nothing is going on, Dave." 


Absolutely nothing 


"You're upset with me about something then 


"Upset..?-" 


"—Aren't you? It could only be that." 


"That's." Roger lets out an incredulous scoff. "What are you on about, ‘upset?" 


‘I've not even been out here for five minutes, but yeah. You haven't spoken a word to me practically... 
practically all week. | mean, not even a mere.." David shrugs, "It's like I've suddenly turned into a stranger. And 


it makes me worder..is there a problem between you and me, one | haven't been let in on for some reason?" 


"No" Roger shifts in his seat to turn to him, his inhibition cracking down the middle ever so slightly to deviate 


the other from the wrong impression. "Look, I've just.l've had a lot of things cramming my mind lately." 


David looks away for just a second, "But..But what's that got to do with me?" 


Absolutely everything 


Roger leans back into his seat and looks away too, but his gaze remains on the abundance of nearly pitch-black 
Mother Nature just a little ways away, allowing him to perpetually tune into the off-kilter symphony of 
nighttime critters. But he can feel David's stare. "Nothing. Nothing at all and that is it" He remembers the 
burning spliff between his fingers and takes a too-long drag. 


Surprisingly, David snickers. "That is it? You make it seem as if you can't stand to be near me, and you're 
saying its nothing?" Then.. "Am | getting the boot or something? And you've just been thinking of a way to lay 


it all out for me? ‘Cause if | am, then | dont see why we should waste any more of our time." 


"Now that is ridiculous and does not hold water, ‘cause if it were true, you would've gone on home a long time 


ago. 


What in the hell is he avoiding? "Well, that certainly makes me feel better." David's sarcasm isn't as emphasized 
as other past times but still rings unpleasant to Roger's ears in its subtlety, especially at this moment. "In 
that case, | don't recall being rude to you as of late. Haven't exactly had a proper chat with you. Anyhow. In 


fact, this is the longest conversation we've had in a week." 


"David, do | really need to repeat myself to make you understand?" 


"You can if you want, and I'm sure | won't. Or you can come up with something else to curb around the truth 


again and | still won't." 


Roger sighs, passing the almost finished spliff back to David after unconsciously bogarting it. David says 
nothing about it and gets his fill again, a tad hasty this time because he still has some things to say. Things 
that were left to accumulate without outlet and tossed back and forth like a cerebral lozenge. David just 
couldn't understand the man at times; not enough to find it feasible to put a finger on what could be conjuring 


up inside that reliable head of his. 


Once more, David lets the spliff rehouse itself between Roger's long fingers. "I mean, | always knew you were 


prone to holding impressive grudges, but never like this. Christ, it's like you're shunning me." 


"And why are you complaining anyway? You've always gone on and on about how big and cutting my mouth is. 


You've even flung pencils across the room to get me to shut up, and they were very sharp by the way." 


"You're making things weird." 


This short, blunt logic causes Roger to look over again, and it's he who becomes prey and falls into the pull of 
David's eye contact. There's a quiet challenge in his orbs, asking for more than Roger is loath to give and what 
he's asking isn't much. Just a simple reason, and it doesn't need to be tainted with sugarcoated vibrancy or 
white splotches of falsehood; it can be a gray explanation with the ugly not spared because David is sure he 
can handle it, as he's heard far more horrible things come out of Roger's mouth. No more, no less. Just as 


long as they broach whatever is ruling Roger's mind, and move on to better, more mature things. 


But for a split second, Roger feels trapped in a moment of inertia, as if the whole world and its clocks have 
come to a standstill to anticipate his next words. Watching, waiting, taunting. He's also the first one to break 
away from the eye contact, just this once allowing himself to falter under the double-dare in David's eyes. 
Intense but cool. There's an expectancy that looms tall in them too, stunning and wanting to deserve what 


Roger has not been saying to him. 


Have | been unfair? 


Still, something chained in Roger doesn't let him budge. It's his constant, torturous battle; Fear butting heads 
with the inherence of Human Nature. "Its best if..You don't need to know, so therefore, stop worrying about it. 
It doesn't matter, so let's just forget about this conversation, yeah?" 


David can't tear his eyes away from him, completely in disbelief but countering it somewhat with a cocked 


eyebrow. "..You really don't like me, do you? | haven't done any-" 


"Forget about it," Roger suddenly snaps. "Just forget about it, all right? God, you're the most stubborn fucking 


person-" 


"Takes one to know one," the other spits back. "You know..I-I don't know why | waste my breath with you, it's 


bloody futile every time. You are where conversations go to die." 


His words impale like a dagger to Roger's chest, despite his own acidic tongue. David's chair creaks again when 
he stands with a huff, making a grab for the door and Roger wants so desperately to cling pathetically to him 
and pull him back with all his might. To reach into the cavity where his heart lives and bring the organ to light 
and say, "See what you've done to me, you fucking cherub?" He doesn't know if it's the dope in his system 
overstepping on his sensibilities, but he swears he feels a lump forming in his throat at the sight of David's 
receding back. A horrible ache pressing at the pit of his stomach and malleating a queasiness out of nothing. It 
reminds him of being inside the jagged thickness of a nightmare-like falling face-first into a whirlwind of 
infinite darkness, or like getting pulled under the brightest spotlight in the face of the world's best, 


insufferable microscope. Like a helpless, little ant. 


Please don't go. 


"Dave," he mutters, tossing the spliff and getting up from his seat to stand in the doorway, unwavering in 
letting the other pass through. "Listen to me, I've-" 


"Get out of my way," David retorts, forgetting for a moment about volume and the possibility of rousing the 


asleep inside. 


"Just listen to me, I've-" 


"No! I've had enough of your bullshit. Every time, every time | try with you, you treat me like I'm the biggest 
scum to ever exist and I'm fucking sick of it. What have | ever done to you besides meet halfway with your 
visions? Huh? Its been about two years and | feel like I'm stil in the initiation phase with you. And now this? 
You fucking..You fucking ignore my existence like a child? | mean, what is that, Rog?" 


At a loss for words, Roger appears as the proverbial deer in headlights. Something the other has never quite 
witnessed before until now, and in such an unfortunate circumstance. He sees the midnight-blue glimmer of 
pride in David's eyes—mirroring his own-his internal endeavor to protect his dignity with loving arms. And 
though it seems he's ignited the biggest, most ferocious flame yet under David's behind, Roger knows he thinks 
he's got everything yet nothing figured out. 


"You've got it all-" 


"How am | expected to be in this band with you? | endure and endure and endure, just for you to pull your 


trousers down and shit all over me-" 


"You're not letting me talk." 


"That's all you do! Sometimes so much that none of it makes sense anymore! Now pretty fucking please with a 
cherry on top, get the fuck out of my way before | do something regrettable." 


"You're not going to do anything without listening to what | have to say first. And I'm not letting you through 
until you do, so just Asten" 


"Take this," David lets his middle finger spring to action, shameless, "And stick it up your arse for ruining my 


night." 


David tries to push past him, bumping his shoulder with his own to squeeze through. At the sudden impact, 
though it caused prickles of gooseflesh all over, Roger tries to diminish his impending ire and tugs him back by 


the shirt. The fabric is thin and warm under his fingers in a heavenly way, and he nearly doesn't want to 
deprive himself of it so quickly, but he does. He wasn't too brutal in his wrench, so as not to cause David 
physical pain, but he pulled enough to thwart his plans and make him inevitably fume. If it weren't for the 


darkness, he'd see the steam bursting out of his ears. 


David shoves his chest, the power in his hands so foreign and..hurttul. 


"Don't you ever lay a hand on me again, you hear me? I've got zero qualms about beating you to a bloody 


pulp." 


| dont ever want him looking at me like that. Christ, fuck this. "David, please, just hear me out." Roger inches 


closer, longing to..wanting to..needing to... 


"Step back, mate. | came out here in hopes to keep it warm between us, because my God, | deserve it. But 
nothing, absolutely nothing will ever make you see that, will it? And | will never know if..Actually, nevermind. 


You know why? Because like always, it's like talking to a wall-" 


"IFs got nothing to do with your talent, you fucking dol" Roger finally explodes. 


At this, David falls completely silent. 


"God," he moans, a certain, transparent pain in his voice, "You think you would be here if | thought you had no 
fucking clue what you were doing? If that were the case, you'd be somewhere back in Cambridge doing fuck-alll 
But it's not even like that! You have no idea how | really feel” 


But Roger can't resist. Can't resist the look on the other's face, can't resist his proximity and unashamedly, 
the scent of his freshly washed hair that he's grown to recognize invariably. Unburying any trace of his force 
of will, he tries to keep the familiar itch in his hands to himself, but he's already defeated; a conquer actuated 


uncontrolled by his own, gushing desire. 


He reaches out carefully, in perfect and intimate immediacy, "You have no idea." and places his hands around 


David's firm biceps, nearly squirming over the mere feel of his bare skin, "How much I..really want you here...” 


He feels like he's on the brink of a frenzy, looking down into those blue, piercing eyes. Which only widen in 
silence with every passing second, looking right back at the other. So close, yet so distant. So beautiful David, 
speechless still, searches his face for signs of an elaborate spoof of some sort, to see if Roger will break out 
in uncharacteristic laughter. But when he doesn't, when his silence begins to speak for him, David feels a rising 
panic-something he's never felt with Roger. There's no hint of ambiguity in his resolve, no stone-cold ice 
glazing over his demeanor and cutting anyone who dares to reach out to touch. And though his presence is 
strangely gentle, there's a nagging thought buoyant in the back of David's mind echoing the same words over 
and over: fucking terrifying, fucking terrifying, fucking terrifying.. 


Roger is afraid too, for reasons unrevealed to David, but he's unreluctant in tossing that aside this time to 
make space for something better and beyond anything he's ever had. There is no point in hiding again, or 
covering up his tracks in some absurd attempt to revert to normality. This is him in his truest form, and 
there's nothing that can be done to change that. Now, all there's left to do is let David crack open his head to 
unspool his brain and sift through it. 


And he's more than happy to let him. If he wants to, that is. 


David gulps down hard, looking at the pale, spidery fingers holding his arms in place. He opens his mouth after 
an eternity. ".Is-ls this a joke?" 


Roger, trying his best to be unfazed, tenderly slides his hands down to grasp David's forearms. "..Does it look 
like I'm joking?" 


He looks back up, suddenly allowing himself to be intimidated by the human tower that is Roger and he hates 
how that feels. He hates how Roger is burning a hole through him with his rapt stare, the emotion in it nearly 


overflowing and spilling everywhere; one of the only times he's seen Roger appear this grave. 


"| could never joke about this." 


"Roger —" 


"You're like..one in a million to me." 


"Wow, erm.." David whispers weakly and shakily. He looks down at his feet, unable to maintain eye contact 
anymore. Suddenly, | have to go to bed. "I'm.Rog, I'm-l'm really..really tired, so, erm..You know what? You were 


right. We-We should forget about this conversation" 


Without abruptness, David moves his arms out of Roger's hold. "Forget that |..ever came out here.’ He moves 


around Roger, finally reaching the doorway after their short-lived struggle, "We're good now, right? No 


animosity?.. Still friends?" 


Now Ím really going to spew chunks 


Roger stands there clueless, letting the potency of David's perfunctory rejection sink into his soul with razor- 
sharp teeth. He stands there feeling pathetic, mouth parted and palms sweaty and buzzing with the ghost of 
remnants of the other's realness, aching to belong on David's warm skin. To explore and squeeze and bring 


closer than ever..To drive his lips to act and claim what should be theirs.. 


David watches as Roger goes over to his chair and sits without a word. 


"Rog? We're friends..right?" 


Never. We will never be. 


"Goodnight, Dave." 


David doesn't know what's going to happen tomorrow, doesn't know if he'll be able to look across the table at 


him over breakfast. Doesn't know if he'll ever be able to sit in close quarters with him on their tour van, or 


have a casual back-and-forth over tea in the canteen at studios. And about their musical journeys together, 
he doesn't know if he'll ever be able to find Roger on the way there in the same manner as before. To sing his 


words-his truly best gift-or to play his progressions. After all, what is he supposed to do? 


The question goes unanswered as he watches Roger stare off into the distance, an inexplicable sorrow on his 


face, but he doesn't follow his gaze. 


Instead, he mutters, "Night," with his brain in the wrong gear, and hurries inside the villa 


Leaving Roger to his own, deadly devices. 


